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book, is perpetually being snubbed by the terrible
hard-headed Harry, with his desperate interest in
machinery, by the repellent father who delights
to explain the laws of gravity and the parabola ,
described by the stone which Harry throws.
What was undervalued in those old, dry, high-prin-
cipled books was the charm of vivid apprehension,
of fanciful imagination, of simple, neighbourly
kindliness. The aim was too much to improve
everybody and everything, to impart and retain
correct information. Nowadays the pendulum
has swung a little too far the other way, and
children are too much encouraged, if anything,
to be childish ; but there is a certain austere
charm in the old simple high-minded household
life for all that.
The point is that habit should be there, like
the hem of a handkerchief, to keep the fabric
together ; but that it should not be relentlessly
and oppressively paraded ; the triumph is to
have habits and to conceal them, just as in
Ruskin's celebrated dictum, that the artist's aim
should be to be fit for the best society, and
then that he should renounce it. One ought to
be reliable, to perform the work that one' under-
takes without ceaseless reminders, to discharge
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